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TIHE  collection  of  songs  in  this  book  was 
[made  up  from  the  following  books: 
(“Some  Songs  for  Young  Socialists”, 
“Socialist  Songs  and  other  Folk  Songs.” 


In  some  songs  the  words  were  altered 
merely  to  eliminate  the  tinge  of  medieval 
thought. 

Let  the  voices  in  Socialist  Sunday 
School  songs  sound  in  every  home. 

To  the  little  ones  we  dedicate  this 
book,  and  our  watchword  shall  be,  “Be¬ 
ware  of  the  movement  that  sings!” 

THE  CENTRAL  COMMITTEE. 


To  A  ' 


■„  t 


1. 


Here  we  are  once  more,  O  friends, 
We  meet  again  today; 

Again  extend  the  cordial  hand 

In  friendships’  charming  way. 
Once  more  our  hearts  grow  tender 

As  our  greetings  warm  we  say, 
Glad  we  are  to  be  together. 


Chorus : 

Hurrah!  hurrah!  ’tis  pleasure  thus  to  meet! 
Hurrah!  hurrah  for  comradeship  so  sweet 
’Tis  one  of  friendship’s  fondest  joys 
Companions  dear  to  greet. 

Glad  we  are  to  be  together. 

2. 

May  the  love  we  cherish  now 
Be  ever  strong  and  pure; 

And  may  the  bond  of  friendship  true 
For  many  years  endure. 

Oh,  may  our  present  meeting  here 
These  friendly  ties  ensure ! 

Glad  we  are  to  be  together. 

Chorus  :  Hurrah!  hurrah!  etc. 
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GROW,  CHILDIE,  GROW 


Old  Air  harmonized  by 


Words  by  “S.” 


ALFRED  KROEGER 


1. 

Grow,  childie,  grow! 

Your’re  still  a  bud,  we  know. 

Some  day  you’ll  be  a  flower  fair, 

And  spread  your  fragrance  on  the  air. 
Grow,  childie,  grow! 

2. 

Grow,  childie,  grow! 

You  still  are  weak  we  know. 

But  some  day  you  will  stronger  be; 
Then  you  will  fight  for  Liberty. 

Grow,  childie,  grow! 


3. 

Grow,  childie,  grow! 

The  world  you  do  not  know. 

But  some  day  you  its  wrong  will  learn; 
Then  you  will  all  in  justice  spurn. 
Grow,  childie,  grow! 


4. 


Grow,  childie,  grow !  RBC 

You  still  are  free,  we  know.]sjcU 
But  when  your  life  you  have  to  sell. 
Then  you’ll  get  wice  lU  .  li.  l  ebei! 
Grow,  childie,  grow! 
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WE  WANT 


Words  and  Air  by  “S.” 


Harmonized  by 
ALFRED  KROEGER 


1. 

We  want  more  of  sunshine  and  airj 
We  want  less  of  worry  and  care. 

We  want  every  joy 
For  each  girl  and  boy, 

And  we  want  for  each  mortal  his  share! 


2. 

We  want  all  the  best  of  the  Earth, 

We  want  more  of  pleasure  and  mirth. 
We  want  all  the  best 
And  we  want  the  rest, 

And  we  want  all  the  value  we’re  worth. 


3. 

We  want  to  be  well  and  to  know, 

We  want  for  good  health  a  fair  show, 
We  want  to  be  bright 
And  we  long  for  light, 

And  we  all  want  to  live  and  to  grow. 


4. 

We  want  of  the  world  full  control, 
We’ll  have  nothing  less  than  the  whole, 
All  value  we  make 
And  the  whole  we’ll  take. 

And  the  time  to  develop  the  soul. 


3 


WHERE,  AND  OH,  WHERE? 


Words  by  “S.” 


Old  Scott  Air  harmonized  by’’ 
ALFRED  KROEGER 


1. 


Oh,  where,  and  oh,  where  is  the  place  for  you  and  me? 
Oh,  where,  and  oh,  where  is  the  spot  where  we  are  free  ? 
It’s  where  our  kindly  comrades  are  meeting  at  the  School, 
And  it’s  there  that  we  learn  how  to  live  by  the  Golden 


Rule. 


2. 

Oh,  where,  and  oh,  where  is  the  place  that  draws  us 

strong  ? 

Oh,  where,  and  oh,  where  is  the  place  where  we  belong? 
It  is  the  Socialist  School  where  on  Sunday  mom  we  meet, 
Where  we  sing  and  we  leam  and  our  loving  comrades* 


greet. 


3. 


Oh,  what  and  oh,  what  is  the  flag  that  floats  up  there? 
Oh,  wihat  and  oh,  what  is  that  emblem  in  the  air? 

It  is  the  Crimson  Banner  of  universal  love; 

Oh,  long  may  it  wave  all  the  human  race  above! 
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THE  SOCIALIST  LASSIE 

Old  Air  harmonized  by 

Words  by  “S.”  ALFRED  KROEGER 

1. 

As  I  was  hiking  down  the  street, 

Heigh'O,  heigh-o,  heigh-o,  heigh-o, 

A  little  girl  1  chanced  to  meet, 

Heigh-o,  heigh-o,  heigh-o, 

Chorus : 

A-rig-a-jig-jig  and  away  we  go, 

Away  we  go.  away  we  go, 

A-rig-a-jig-jig  and  away  we  go, 

Heigh-o,  heigh-o,  heigh-o, 

Heigh-o,  heigh-o,  heigh-o,  heigh-o, 

Heigh-o,  heigh-o,  heigh-o,  heigh-o, 
A-rig-a-jig-jig  and  away  we  go, 

Heigh-o,  heigh-o,  heigh-o! 

2. 

Said  I  to  her  “What’s  in  your  head?” 

Heig-ho,  heigh-o,  heigh-o,  heigh-o, 

“Why,  I’m  a  Socialist,”  she  said, 

Heigh-o,  heigh-o,  heigh-o. 

Chorus  :  A-rig-a-jig-jig  etc. 

3. 

Said  1,  “Where  are  you  statening  so?” 

Heig-ho,  heigh-o,  heigh-o,  heigh-o, 

“Off  to  the  Socialist  School  I  go”, 

Heigh-o,  heigh-o,  heigh-o. 

Chorus  :  A-rig-a-jig-jig  etc. 

4. 

Said  I,  “Would  I  there  welcome  be?” 

Heig-ho,  heigh-o,  heigh-o,  heigh-o, 

“The  world  is  welcome  there”,  said  she, 

Heigh-o,  heigh-o,  heigh-o. 

Chorus  :  A-rig-a-jig-jig  etc. 
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WHEN  THE  COMRADES’  DREAM 

COME  TRUE 

Old  Air  harmonizer  by 

Words  by  “S.”  ALFRED  KROEGER 

1. 

A  day  or  two  ago  I  paddled  on  a  stream, 

With  maiden  fair  of  ten  as  pretty  as  a  dream, 

A  gleam  was  in  her  eye,  as  through  the  waves  we  sprang, 
And  soon  she  ope’d  her  little  lips,  and  this  is  what  shei 
sang : 

Chorus : 

Jingle  bells,  jingle  bells,  ring  the  whole  world  through; 
Oh,  what  joy  ’twill  be  some  day,  when  the  Comrades’ 
dreams  come  true,  true,  true,  true! 

Jingle  bells,  jingle  bells,  ring  the  whole  world  through; 
Oh,  what  joy  ’twill  be  some  day,  wlhen  the  Comrades’ 
dreams  come  true. 

2. 

Then  every  kid  will  have  a  time  to  play  at  will; 

No  longer  greedy  men  will  grind  it  in  the  mill. 

’Twill  romp  and  rove  and  read,  and  grow  the  livelong  day. 
Oh,  what  an  age  ’twill  be  for  kids,  a  grand  and  glorious 
May: 

Chorus  :  Jingle  bells,  jingle  bells,  etc. 

3. 

Then  homes  will  homelike  be;  no  sweatshop  in  a  slum; 
The  mother  will  be  free  to  go  or  stay  or  come. 

Once  more  the  family  will  all  united  be; 

A  happy  circle  in  a  home  oh,  that’s  the  dream  1  see : 
Chorus  :  Jingle  bells,  jingle  bells,  etc. 

4. 

The  kids  can  go  to  sleep  when  ev-ning  shadows  fall ; 

No  more  they’ll  vigils  keep  and  slave  at  master’s  call. 
They’ll  grow  up  hale  and  strong;  a  splendid  race  they’ll 
be. 

Oh,  that  will  be  the  age  for  kids,  the  age  for  you  and  me : 
Chorus  ;  Jingle  bells,  jingle  bells,  etc. 


6 


k  , 

7V >1  !  Wo  kK  fo  t  ^  ^5 

_ _  ^  \ _ j _ 

/V  ^Ar/?f(3.'^  rohfitO'J'?  3i»  ^ 
hAij^iic  Lv\/^^^/v\o~soyi 


‘j 


WORK,  FOR  THE  NIGHT  IS  COMING 

1. 

Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

Work  thro’  the  morning  hours; 

Work,  while  the  dew  is  sparkling, 

Work  ’mid  the  springing  flowers. 


2. 

Work,  when  the  day  grows  brighter, 
Work  in  the  glowing  sun; 
Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

When  man’s  work  is  done. 

3. 

Work,  for  the  night  is  coming. 

Under  the  sunset  skies; 

While  their  bright  tints  are  glowing. 
Work,  for  the  daylight  flies. 


4. 

Work  till  the  last  beam  fadeth, 
Fadeth  to  shine  no  more; 
Work,  while  the  night  is  darkening. 
When  man’s  work  is  o’er. 
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_  , ,  ,  KID  COMRADES 

h  '  i  ^  ..  ^  ^  !  /  "1  /  4. 

Old  Air  harmonized  by 

Words  by  “S.”  ALFRED  KROEGER 

1. 

We’ll  sing  you  a  song,  we’ll  not  make  it  long, 

We  sing  of  the  kids  in  our  dear  Sunday  school. 

They’re  young  and  they’re  bright,  they’re  surely  allright; 
And  thy’re  learning  to  kick  like  a  mule!  Ho!  ho! 

Chorus : 

Ching-a-ling-a-ling,  ching-a-ling-a-ling,  ho,  ho,  ho,  ho; 

We  are  yet  Kiddies,  but  some  day  we’ll  grow, 

Ching-a-ling-a-ling,  ching-a-ling-a-ling,  ho,  ho,  ho,  ho; 

Kid  Comrades  we  are,  don’t  you  know?  Ho!  ho! 

2. 

I’ve  heard  it  said,  too;  I  b’lieve  it  is  true, 

A  Kid  is  the  most  precious  thing  you  can  find; 

If  Kids  were  not  born,  this  earth  to  adorn. 

Then  where  would  you  get  your  mankind?  Ho!  ho! 

Chorus  ;  Ching-a-ling-a-ling,  etc. 

3. 

A  Kid  is  no  shirk  if  trained  to  do  work. 

He’ll  work  for  the  party,  for  Truth  he  will  fight. 

He’ll  make  a  comrade  as  good  as  his  dad, 

And  the  way  that  he  sticks  is  a  sight.  Ho!  ho! 

Chorus  :  Ching-a-ling-a-ling,  etc. 

4. 

They  call  us  young  rebs,  they  say  we’re  like  Debs, 

We  hope  it  is  true,  sir,  for  that  is  our  aim. 

We  like  to  be  seen  in  line  with  Eugene, 

For  his  name  is  a  name  of  good  fame.  Ho!  ho! 

Chorus  ;  Ching-a-ling-a-ling,  etc. 
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THE  CHILD’S  RIGHTS 

Old  Air  harmonized  by 

Words  by  “S.”  ALFRED  KROEGER 


1. 

The  child  has  got  the  right  to  play; 

It  makes  him  grow. 

He  ne’er  was  meant  to  work  all  day, 
No  sir,  oh  no! 

But  greedy  men  want  gold ! 

It  makes  their  warm  hearts  cold! 


2. 

The  child  has  got  the  right  to  light 
And  wholesome  air; 

To  fun  by  day  and  rest  at  night, 
And  mother’s  care. 

But  greedy  men  want  gold! 

It  makes  their  warm  hearts  cold! 


3. 

The  child  has  got  the  right  to  food 
That’s  good  and  p^re; 

The  right  to  all  that  makes  good  blood ; 

There’s  nothing  truer! 

But  greedy  men  want  gold! 

It  makes  their  warm  hearts  cold! 

4. 

The  child  has  got  the  right  to  live 
And  run  his  race. 

And  Nature  doth  this  promise  give. 

It  is  his  place. 

But  greedy  men  want  gold! 

It  makes  their  warm  hearts  cold! 
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DE  SOCIALIST  CREW 


Words  by  “S.” 


Old  Southern  Air  harmonized  by 
ALFRED  KROEGER 


1. 

Oh,  I  sing  ob  de  people  in  de  Socialist  Crew, 

Ob  de  lads  and  de  lasses,  so  fair  and  so  true, 

Ob  de  fat  ones  and  lean  ones  an  de  middlin  ones,  too, 
Whedder  married  or  single,  be  dere  eyes  brown  or  blue. 

Chorus : 

Singin  ’rah,  oh  hurrah,  for  de  gallant  ole  Zoo! 

Oh,  de  best  bunch  ob  all  am  de  Socialist  Crew ! 


2. 

Dere’s  de  Coras  an  Bennies  an  de  Billies  an  Ikes, 

Dere’s  de  Doras  an  Jennies  an  Tillies  an  Mikes, 

Dere’s  de  Tommies  an  Lenas  an  a  lot  ob  dere  likes. 

An  dey  beats  all  de  people  ebber  found  on  de  pikes. 

Chorus  :  Singin  ’rah,  oh  hurrah,  etc. 

3. 

Oh,  I  sing  ob  de  good  times  dat  we  hab  in  dis  hall, 

Ob  de  sweet  bloomin  hours  when  we  meet  short  an  tall, 
Ob  de  songs  an  de  dances  in  de  Winteh  an  Fall, 

Oh,  we  hab  times  so  jolly,  an  dere’s  no  harm  at  all. 

Chorus  :  Singin  ’rah,  oh  hurrah,  etc. 
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THE  BULL  AND  THE  CRIMSON  RAG 

Old  College  Air  harmonized  by 

Words  by  “S.”  •  ,  ALFRED  KROEGER 

Out  in  the  field  a  grazing  bull, 

(grazing  bull,  grazing  bull,) 

Of  grass  and  peace  he  was  quite  full, 

Red  shirt  comes  along. 

The  bull  he  cocked  his  weather  eye. 

Let  out  a  snort,  and  then,  oh  my! 

Chorus : 

Golly,  golly,  what  a  roar! 

Blood  and  gore! 

How  he  tore ! 

Golly,  golly,  how  he  swore 
At  that  Crimson  Rag. 


2. 

A  politician  in  a  town, 

( in  a  town,  in  a  town, ) 

His  face  serene,  and  not  a  frown. 
Red  flag  comes  along. 

The  grafter  cocked  his  viireather  eye. 
Let  out  o  snort,  and  then,  oh  my! 
Chorus  ;  Golly,  golly,  etc. 

3. 

A  patriot  churchman  in  his  den, 

(in  his  den,  in  his  den) 

A  fishing  after  gold  and  men. 

Red  flag  comes  along. 

H  is  holiness  he  coocked  his  eye, 

Let  Qiut  a  snort,  and  then,  oh  my! 
Chorus  :  Golly,  golly,  etc. 
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THE  BANK  UPON  THE  CORNER 


Words  by 

DOUGLAS  ROBSON 


English  Comedy  Song 
Arranged  &  harmonized  by 
RUDOLF  von  LIEBICH 


1. 

A  workingman  struck  on  a  plan  to  save  a  little  dough 
And  he  tho’t  he’d  make  it  go 
For  the  boss  had  told  him  so. 

Each  pay  day  in  his  envelope  he  saw  some  good  advice; 
At  last  he  got  the  thought  into  his  head 
“Save  up  your  money”  that  was  what  he  read. 

Chorus: 

So  he  work’d  all  day  for  his  meager  pay 
In  the  hot  and  pptrid  air 
And  he  said  “Well,  1  don’t  care 
For  I’ll  soon  be  a  millionaire. 

On  each  Saturday  when  I  get  my  pay 
A  dollar  I’ll  save  for  a  rainy  day 
And  I’ll  put  it  in  the  bank  upon  the  corner. 

2. 

Now  the  company  he  labor’d  for  altho’  he  never  knew 
Owned  the  bank  he  had  in  view 
And  the  house  he  lived  in  too. 

So  when  they  found  that  he  had  gone  and  taken  their 
advice 

They  rubbed  their  hands  and  whispered  in  his  ear 
“We’ll  have  to  cut  your  salary,  we  fear.” 
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Chorus : 


Still  he  work’d  all  day  for  his  meager  pay 
In  the  hot  and  putrid  air 
And  he  said  “Well,  1  don’t  care 
For  I’ll  yet  be  a  millionaire. 

On  each  Saturday  when  1  get  my  pay 

A  quarter  I’ll  save  for  a  rainy  day 

And  I’ll  put  It  in  the  bank  upon  the  corner. 

3. 

Now  Mister  Workingman  at  last  began  to  see  their  game 
So  he  tho’t  it  was  a  shame 
But  he  found  he  was  to  blame. 

He  saw  that  he  could  never  save  a  nickle  any  more 
Because  his  wife  and  kids  were  needing  clothes 
And  then  he  did  well  what  do  you  suppose? 

Chorus : 

Well  he  works  away  for  his  meager  pay 
In  the  same  old  putrid  air 
But  he  preaches  ev’rywhere 
To  Hell  with  the  millionaire. 

His  crooked  schemes  have  made  me  wise, 

Come  on,  you  bunch  and  organize 

And  we’ll  confiscate  the  bank  upon  the  comer. 
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WE  HAVE  GOT  YOU  ON  THE  RUN 

Harmonized  by 

Words  and  Air  by  “S.”  ALFRED  KROEGER 

1. 

We  have  got  you  on  the  run; 

We  have  got  you  on  the  run. 

Oh,  Mister  Capitalist, 

You  make  shake  your  fist, 

But  weVe  got  you  on  the  run! 

We  have  got  you  on  the  run. 

We  have  got  you  on  the  run. 

Chorus: 

Oh,  Mister  Capitalist, 

You  may  shake  your  fist^ 

But  we’ve  got  you  on  the  run! 

2. 

We  are  having  lots  of  fun; 

We  are  having  lots  of  fun. 

Oh,  Mister  Cap’talist, 

You  may  shake  your  fist, 

But  we’ve  got  you  on  the  run! 

We  are  having  lots  of  fun. 

We  are  having  lots  of  fim. 

Chorus:  Oh,  Mister  Cap’talist,  etc. 

3. 

Oh  the  chase  it  is  begun; 

Oh  the  chase  it  is  begun. 

Oh,  Mister  Cap’talist, 

You  may  shake  your  fist. 

But  we’ve  got  you  on  the  run! 

Oh  the  chase  it  is  begun. 

Oh  the  chase  it  is  begun. 

Chorus:  Oh,  Mister  Cap’talist,  etc. 

4. 

You  are  bound  to  lose  your  “mun”; 

You  are  bound  to  lose  your  **mun”. 

Oh,  Mister  Cap’talist, 
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You  may  shake  your  fist, 

But  we’ve  got  you  on  the  run! 

You  are  bound  to  lose  your  ‘*mun,” 
You  are  bound  to  lose  your  “mun”. 

C  h  o  r  u  s:  Oh,  Mister  Cap’talist,  etc. 


THE  HERE  AND  NOW 

^  '  ' '  -  ^  V  ^  y  Old  Church  Air  harmonized  by 

Words  by  “S.”  /  ALFRED  KROEGER 

1. 

Oh,  they  say,  in  the  Home  Over  There 
We’ll  be  living  on  vacation  pie, 

But  just  give  us  more  rest  now  and  here 

And  we’ll  risk  all  the  sweet  by  and  by. 

Chorus : 

In  the  now  and  the  here, 

Let  us  live  on  the  cream  here  and  now. 

In  the  sweet  by  and  by. 

We’ll  be  dead,  so  we  can’t  milk  the  cow. 

2. 

In  the  Gardens  of  Joy  up  on  high. 

In  the  midst  of  bouquets  we  shall  dwell; 

But  we’d  rather  have  our  flow’rs  ’fore  we  die. 
While  our  noses  their  fragrance  can  smell. 

Chorus:  In  the  now  etc. 

3. 

By  the  church  to  be  good  we  are  told. 

To  be  calm  and  contented  and  meek. 

So  that  some  distant  day,  when  we’re  old. 

In  the  choir-loft  of  heav’n  we  may  squeak! 

Chorus:  In  the  now  etc. 

4. 

In  the  hard,  bitter,  cold  Now  and  Here 

We  are  robbed  of  the  price  of  our  toil; 

“But  cheer  up !  All  the  wheels  over  there 

Will  run  easy  from  pure  Standard  Oil!” 

Chorus:  In  the  now  etc. 
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BIRDS  OF  A  FEATHER 


Words  and  Air  by  “S-” 

1. 

As  Comrades  never 
Shall  aught  us  sever, 
But  friends  for  ever 
Till  end  of  time; 
Birds  of  a  feather, 
We’ll  stick  together 
In  every  weather. 

And  every  clime. 


Harmonized  by  ALFRED  KROEGER 

2. 

While  winds  are  blowing 
And  streams  are  flowing. 
E’er  will  be  growing 
Our  tie  so  good; 

When  storms  are  brewing 
And  wrongs  are  doing. 

We’ll  be  renewing 

Our  brotherhood. 


3. 

Like  sunshine  beaming, 
With  vigor  streaming, 

So  e’er  is  gleaming 

Our  comrade  bond ; 
The  gospel  telling. 

In  union  dwelling. 

All  hatred  quelling. 

As  brothers  fond. 


FATHER  IS  A  SOCIALIST 

Old  Scotch  Air  harmonized  by 

Words  by  “S.”  ALFRED  KROEGER 

1. 

Father’s  name  is  on  the  list. 

Father  does  on  Red  insist. 

’Gainst  the  Wrong  he  shakes  his  fist; 

Father  is  a  Socialist. 

2. 

Father  knows  why  wrongs  exist; 

That  there’s  cause  he  does  insist; 

Graft  and  greed  he  does  resist; 

Father  is  a  Socialist. 

3. 

Father  grinds  no  human  grist! 

He  ne’er  tries  the  truth  to  twist. 

He’s  a  good  old  Optimist; 

Father  is  a  Socialist. 
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WE’RE  COMRADES  EVER 

Old  Air  harmonized  by 
Words  by  “S.”  ALFRED  KROEGER 

1. 

Comrades  awaiting  me. 

Hearts  warm  and  tender, 

To  them  where’er  I  be, 

My  love  I’ll  render. 

Under  broad  Heaven’s  dome. 

Where’er  on  earth  I  roam. 

With  them  1  feel  at  home 
We’re  comrades  ever! 

2. 

That  name  so  true  and  strong. 

Title  endearing, 

Let  it  resound  in  song, 

Our  Life  course  cheering. 

Bound  by  a  deathless  tie, 

A  cause  that  cannot  die; 

Hark,  hark  the  welcome  cry: 

We’re  comrades  ever! 

3. 

Whene’er  I’m  sad  or  sore. 

Lonely  or  weary. 

Dark  clouds  ahov’ring  o’er. 

The  world  all  dreary. 

Then  mem’ries  sweet  and  clear 
Throng  in  from  far  and  near; 

They  come  my  soul  to  cheer 
We’re  comrades  ever! 

4. 

So  comrades,  one  and  all. 

Be  our  endeavor 
To  heed  the  Marxian  call 
Let  naught  us  sever! 

A  unit  be  our  band, 

One  cause  in  ev’ry  land; 

For  brotherhood  we  stand 
We’re  comrades  ever! 
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WE’RE  BROTHERS  ALL 

yt/ ''  .  ,  T  ■  -li' 

^  j ^  ^  K  ' ^  harmonized  by 

Words  by  “S  ”  ALFRED  KROEGER 

1. 

WeVe  brothers  all!  No  seas  beside  us, 

No  mountain  peaks  lost  in  the  skies, 

No  tow’ring  ramparts  shall  divide  us; 

Our  crimson  blood  all  bounds  defies. 

Chorus : 

All  hail,  ye  men  of  ev’ry  nation! 

All  hail  ye  souls  in  evVy  clime ! 

We  bide  no  walls  of  separation; 

We’ll  brothers  be  to  end  of  time. 


2. 

We’re  brothers  all!  Spite  all  tradition. 

In  spite  of  hist’ry’s  war  and  gore. 

We  live  one  life,  we  have  one  mission. 

One  bond  unites  the  wide  world  o’er. 
Chorus  :  All  hail,  ye  men  etc. 

3. 

We’re  brothers  all!  The  Earth  our  Mother; 

We’re  children  of  one  family. 

And  Nature’s  call,  “Love  one  another,” 
Rings  ’round  the  globe  a  symphony. 
Chorus  :  All  hail,  ye  men  etc. 

4. 

We  re  brothers  all!  Though  hues  may  vary, 
They  were  all  painted  by  one  sun. 

Let  one  red  blood  and  banner  bury 

All  sev’ring  lines  and  make  men  one. 
Chorus  :  All  hail,  ye  men  etc. 
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THE  BROTHERHOOD  OF  MAN 


Air — “Home,  Sweet  Home” 

1. 

Midst  Life’s  woes  and  miseries  we  wander  as  in  dreams, 
But  above  us  forever  the  Star  of  Hope  still  gleams. 

A  light  from  the  skies  newly  fashions  Life’s  worn  plan, 
It  gleams  still  before  us — the  Brotherhood  of  Man. 

Chorus : 

Sweet,  sweet,  Life’s  brief  span. 

Oh,  sweeter  ’twill  be  in  the  Brotherhood  of  Man. 


2. 

One  hope  and  one  longing,  one  great  desire  and  goal, 
Still  bind  us  and  band  us  together  as  one  soul. 

Our  goal  is  the  fair  dream  with  which  the  world  began — 
The  Universal  Eden — The  Brotherhood  of  Man. 

Chorus  :  Sweet,  sweet  etc. 

3. 

Lo,  Freedom’s  bright  sun  now  dispels  the  gloom  of  night, 
See  Friendship  eternal  triumphant  in  the  light. 

The  new  Golden  Age  blooms.  Life’s  blossoms  in  the  van — 
’Tis  youth,  truth  and  justice — The  Brotherhood  of  Man. 

Chorus  :  Sweet,  sweet,  etc. 
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HAND  ACROSS  THE  SEAS 

A  ■  /  -  . 

Old  Scotch  Air  harmonized  by 

Words  by  “S.”  ALFRED  KROEGER 

1. 

We  stretch  our  hands  across  the  sea, 

To  men  of  ev’ry  clime; 

While  human  hearts  in  harmony 
Strike  a  universal  chime. 

Chorus : 

Around  the  world  we  stretch  the  hand 
In  solidarity, 

With  brothers  stand  in  ev’ry  land 
For  human  liberty. 

2. 

We  stretch  our  hands  across  the  sea, 

For  peace  the  world  around; 

That  bloody  wars  may  cease  to  be, 

And  strife  no  more  resound. 

Chorus:  Around  the  world  etc. 

3. 

We  stretch  our  hands  across  the  sea, 

O’er  borderlines  they  ride; 

No  patriotism  can  men  free 
That  doth  the  world  divide. 

Chorus  :  Around  the  world  etc. 


4. 

We  stretch  our  hands  across  the  sea. 
In  comradeship  divine ; 

We  want  one  world- wide  harmony 
In  place  of  “mine  and  thine!” 

Chorus  :  Around  the  world  etc. 


—  20  — 


YOUTH  LEADS  THE  VAN  TODAY 

Air — “Way  Down  Upon  the  Swanee  River” 

1. 

All  sad  the  world  has  been  and  weary, 

Sad  through  all  time. 

Life  for  the  toilers  dull  and  dreary, 

In  ev’ry  land  and  clime. 

See,  now  the  rays  of  sunlight  streaming 
Banish  the  night; 

Youth  rises  in  the  bright  light  gleaming, 
Hopeful,  and  joyous  and  right. 

Chorus : 

Lo,  a  nobler  day  is  dawning,  fairer  than  we  tell, 

Yoiung  comrades,  come  and  join  our  Circle, 

Join  the  Socialist  School. 

2. 

Bound  by  the  ties  of  woe  and  anguish. 

Sadness  and  toil, 

Long  were  the  workers  forced  to  languish, 

Ever  the  master’s  spoil. 

Now,  poverty  and  fear,  benighted 
Vanish  away — 

Rise,  workers  of  the  world,  united. 

Youth  leads  the  van  today! 

Chorus  :  Lo,  a  nobler  day  etc. 
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THE  WORKER’S  SONG. 


Air — “My  Old  Kentucky  Home” 

1. 

We  will  sing  one  song  of  the  meek  and  humble  slave, 
The  hard-handed  son  of  the  soil, 

He’s  toiling  hard  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave — 

But  he  reaps  no  profit  from  his  toil. 

We  will  sing  one  song  of  the  greedy  masterclass. 
They  rule  all  the  world  with  their  gold. 

They  live  on  the  sweat  of  the  ever-toiling  mass 
Who  suffer  in  misery  untold. 

Chorus: 

Organize,  O  workers!  Our  day  is  drawing  nigh. 
We  will  sing  one  song  of  the  Brotherhood  of  Man, 
Of  the  workers  in  all  lands  beneath  the  sky. 


2. 

We  will  sing  one  song  of  the  children  in  the  mills. 

They’re  taken  from  playgrounds  and  schools. 
In  early  years  working  at  a  pace  that  kills. 

In  the  sweatshops,  among  the  looms  and  spools. 
We  will  sing  one  song  of  the  Revolution  near^ 

The  hope  of  the  young  and  the  old, 

The  end  of  all  hate  and  of  ignorance  and  fear. 

When  the  golden  rule  shall  end  the  rule  of  gold. 

Chorus  ;  Organize,  O  workers !  etc. 


HYMN  OF  THE  SOCIALIST 

Air — “America” 

1. 

My  life  I  give  to  Thee, 

Vision  of  Liberty 

And  Human  Right! 

No  time  for  doubts  and  fears 
No  time  for  grief  and  tears, 

If  we  who  struggle  here 
Would  win  the  Fight. 

2. 

Alone,  if  needs  be,  stand  1 
With  foes  on  every  hand. 

And  none  to  see! 

Still  Hope  is  beating  high. 

For  Victory  is  nigh; 

With  Thee  FIl  live  or  die — 
Undaunted,  Free! 

3. 

O,  Comrades,  join  with  me! 

One  blow  will  set  us  free— 

Our  Vic’try  won.  ^ 

Let  cowards  turn  and  Hee; 

For  such  is  Slavery — 

The  Brave,  alone,  are  free 
And  face  the  sun. 

4. 

United,  now,  we  go; 

And  every  tyrant  foe 
Shall  yield  to  us. 

March  on!  ’Gainst  Slavery: 

March  on!  ’Gainst  Tyranny; 

March  on  to  Liberty — 

Our  Cause  is  just. 

— Ruby  Herman. 
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SINGING  TONIGHT 

1. 

Air — “Tenting  on  the  Old  Camp  Ground” 

WeVe  singing  tonight  songs  of  hope  and  cheer, 
Of  the  brighter,  better  way, 

Of  peace  on  earth,  good  will  to  men. 

The  glad  and  glorious  day. 

Chorus : 

Many  are  the  heartsick  and  weary  tonight. 
Longing  for  earth’s  strife  to  cease; 

Many  are  the  souls  seeking  for  the  light. 

To  bring  the  promised  peace; 

Singing  tonight,  singing  tonight. 

Telling  of  the  better  way; 

Bringing  the  light,  speeding  the  right. 
Hastening  the  glorious  day. 

2. 

Then  all  the  world  for  all  shall  be. 

And  each  its  wealth  enjoy. 

No  want,  no  care,  no  poverty’s  woe. 

Life’s  joys  shall  e’er  annoy. 

Chorus  :  Many  are  the  heartsick  etc. 

LIFE  OF  AGES 

3AMUEL  JOHNSON.  Tune — “Noyes” 

Life  of  Ages,  richly  poured. 

Love  for  you,  unspent  and  free. 
Flowing  in  the  Toiler’s  word 
And  the  People’s  liberty! 

Never  was  to  chosen  race 

That  unstinted  tide  confined; 

Thine  is  ev’ry  time  and  place, 

F ountain  sweet  of  heart  and  mind ! 

Breathing  in  the  thinker’s  creed. 

Pulsing  in  the  worker’s  blood, 
Nerving  simplest  tho’t  and  deed, 

Fresh’ning  time  with  truth  and  good. 


1704. 
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THE  VACANT  CHAIR 


H.  S.  W.  Altered— GEO.  F.  ROOT 

1. 

We  shall  meet,  but  we  shall  miss  him, 

There  will  be  one  vacant  chair; 

We  shall  linger  to  caress  him, 

While  we  eat  our  evening  meal. 

When  a  year  ago  we  gathered, 

Joy  was  in  his  mild  blue  eye, 

But  a  golden  cord  is  severed, 

And  our  hopes  in  ruin  lie. 

Chorus: 

We  shall  meet  but  shall  miss  him. 

There  will  be  one  vacant  chair. 


2. 

At  our  fireside,  sad  and  lonely. 

Often  will  the  bosom  swell. 

At  remembrance  of  the  story 

How  our  noble  Comrade  fell; 

How  he  strove  to  bear  our  banner 

Thro’  the  thickest  of  the  fight. 

And  uphold  the  toilers  honor, 

In  the  strength  of  manhood’s  might. 

Chorus : 

True,  they  tell  us  wreathes  of  glory 
Ever-more  will  deck  his  brow. 

But  this  soothes  the  anguish  only 

Sweeping  o’er  our  heari  strings  now. 
Sleep  today,  O  early  fallen. 

In  thy  green  and  narrow  bed; 

Dirges  from  the  pine  and  cypress 

Mingle  with  the  tears  we  shed. 

Chorus : 
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THE  DEAREST  SPOT  ON  EARTH 

Words  and  Music  by  W.  T.  WRIGHTON. 

1.  The  dearest  spot  on  earth  to  me 
Is  home,  sweet  home; 

The  fairyland  I’ve  longed  to  see 
Is  home,,  sweet  home. 

There  how  charmed  the  sense  of  hearing, 

There  where  hearts  are  so  endearing; 

All  the  world  is  not  so  cheering 
As  home,  sweet  home. 

2  I’ve  taught  my  heart  the  way  to  prize 
My  home,  sweet  home; 

I’ve  learned  to  look  with  lover’s  eyes 
On  home,  sweet  home. 

There  where  vows  are  truly  plighted, 

There  where  hearts  are  so  united; 

All  the  world  beside  I’ve  slighted 
For  home,  sweet  home. 

OUT  OF  THE  DARK 

3AMUEL  LONGFELLOW.  ZEUNER 

1-  Out  of  the  dark  the  circling  sphere 

Is  rounding  onward  to  the  light; 

We  see  not  yet  the  full  day  here. 

But  we  do  see  the  paling  night. 

2.  And  Hope,  that  lights  her  fadeless  fires. 

And  Faith,  that  shines,  a  heav’nly  will. 

And  Love,  that  courage  reinpires,  — 

These  stars  have  been  above  us  still. 

3-  O  sentinels!  Whose  tread  we  heard. 

Through  long  hours  when  we  could  not  see. 
Pause  now;  exchange  with  cheer  the  word, — 

The  unchanging  watchword.  Liberty. 

4.  Look  backward,  how  much  has  been  won! 

Look  around,  how  much  is  yet  to  win! 

The  watches  of  the  night  are  done; 

The  watches  of  the  day  begin. 
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MY  OLD  KENTUCKY  HOME 

Words  and  Music  by  Acc.  by 

STEPHEN  C.  FOSTER  JESSIE  L.  PEASE 

1. 

The  sun  shines  bright  in  the  old  Kentucky  home, 

’Tis  summer,  the  darkies  are  gay; 

The  corntop’s  ripe,  and  the  meadow’s  in  the  bloom, 
While  the  birds  make  music  all  the  day. 

The  young  folks  roll  on  the  little  cabin  floor. 

All  mercy,  all  happy  and  bright; 

By  ’n’  by  Hard  Times  comes  a  knocking  at  the  door. 
Then,  my  old  Kentucky  home,  good-night! 

Chorus : 

Weep  no  more,  my  lady, 

Oh‘  weep  no  more  today! 

We  will  sing  one  song  for  the  old  Kentucky  home, 
For  the  old  Kentucky  home  far  away. 

2. 

They  hunt  no  more  for  the  ’posum  and  the  coon. 

On  the  meadow,  the  hill,  and  the  shore; 

They  sing  no  more  by  the  glimmer  of  the  moon. 

On  the  bench  by  the  old  cabin  door. 

The  day  goes  by  like  a  shadow  o’er  the  heart. 

With  sorrow  where  all  was  delight; 

The  time  has  come  when  the  darkies  have  to  part. 
Then,  my  old  Kentucky  home,  good-night! 
Chorus:  Weep  no  more,  etc. 

3. 

The  head  must  bow  and  the  back  will  have  to  bend, 
Wherever  the  darkey  may  go; 

A  few  more  days  and  the  trouble  all  will  end 
In  the  fields  where  the  sugar  canes  grow. 

A  few  more  days  for  to  tote  the  weary  road, 

No  matter,  ’t  will  never  be  light; 

A  few  more  days  till  we  totter  on  the  road. 

Then,  my  old  Kentucky  home,  good-night! 
Chorus  :  Weep  no  more,  etc. 
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OLD  FOLKS  AT  HOME 

Words  and  Music  by  S.  C.  FOSTER. 

1. 

’Way  down  upon  de  Swanee  ribber, 

Far,  far  away, 

Dere’s  wha’  my  heart  is  turn  in’  ebber. 

Dare’s  wha’  de  old  folks  stay. 

All  up  and  down  de  whole  creation. 

Sadly  1  roam. 

Still  longin’  for  de  old  plantation. 

And  for  de  old  folks  at  home. 

Chorus : 

All  de  world  am  sad  and  dreary, 

Eb’ry  wha’  1  roam; 

Oh,  darkies,  how  my  heart  grows  weary. 

Far  from  de  old  folks  at  home. 

2. 

All  ’round  little  farm  I  wandered. 

When  I  was  young; 

Den  many  happy  days  1  squandered — 

Many  de  songs  I  sung. 

When  I  was  playin’  wid  my  brudder. 

Happy  was  I,  — 

Oh,  take  me  to  my  kind  old  mudder, 

Dere  let  me  live  and  die. 

Chorus  ;  All  de  world  etc. 

3. 

One  little  hut  among  de  bushes. 

One  dat  1  love. 

Still  sadly  to  my  mem’ry  rushes. 

No  matter  wha’  1  rove. 

When  will  I  see  de  bees  a  hummin’, 

All  ’round  de  comb  ? 

When  will  I  hear  de  banjo  tummin’, 

Down  in  my  good  old  home? 

Chorus  :  All  de  world  etc. 
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THE  OLD  OAKEN  BUCKET 

SAMUEL  WOODWORTH. 

1. 

How  dear  to  my  heart  are  the  scenes  of  my  childhood, 
When  fond  recollection  presents  them  to  view! 

The  orchard,  the  meadow,  the  deeptangled  wild-wood, 
And  ev’ry  loved  spot  which  my  infancy  knew. 

The  wide-spreading  pond  and  the  mill  that  stood  by  it. 
The  bridge  and  the  rock  where  the  cataract  fell ; 

The  cot  of  my  father,  the  dairyhouse  nigh  it, 

And  e’en  the  rude  bucket  that  hung  in  the  well. 

Chorus : 

The  old  oaken  bucket,  the  ironbound  bucket. 

The  moss-covered  bucket  which  hung  in  the  well. 

2. 

That  moss  covered  vessel  1  hailed  as  a  treasure. 

For  often  at  noon,  when  returned  from  the  held, 

1  found  it  the  source  of  an  exquisite  pleasure, 

The  purest  and  sweetest  that  nature  can  yield. 

How  ardent  I  seized  it,  with  hands  that  were  glowing. 
And  quick  to  the  white-pebbled  bottom  it  fell; 

Then  soon  with  the  emblem  of  truth  overflowing. 

And  dripping  with  coolness  it  rose  from  the  well. 

Chorus  :  The  old  oaken  bucket,  etc. 

3. 

How  sweet  from  the  green  mossy  brim  to  receive  it. 
As,  poised  on  the  curb,  it  inclined  to  my  lips! 

Not  a  full  blushing  goblet  could  tempt  me  to  leave  it. 
The  brightest  that  beauty  or  revelry  sips. 

And  now,  far  removed  from  the  loved  habitation. 

The  tear  of  regret  will  intrusively  swell. 

As  fancy  reverts  to  my  father’s  plantation. 

And  sighs  for  the  bucket  that  hangs  in  the  well. 

Chorus  :  The  old  oaken  bucket,  etc. 
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THE  COMRADE’S  FAREWELL 

Old  Air  harmonized  by 

Words  by  “S.”  ALFRED  KROEGER 


1. 

The  time  is  come,  the  hour  for  parting, 

And  we  must  speak  that  word  farewell. 

While  in  our  eyes  the  tear  drops,  starting. 

Of  saddened  hearts  their  stories  tell. 

Chorus : 

But  where  the  human  heart  doth  beat. 
Where  e’er  men  toil  in  cold  or  heat, 

Or  where  to  fight  the  wrong  they  meet, 
’Tis  there  that  we  our  comrades  greet. 

2. 

’Tis  sad  to  leave  you  O  my  brothers, 

’Tis  hard  to  speak  the  parting  word, 

Though  wide  the  world  and  their  are  others 
Whose  comrade  hail  will  soon  be  heard. 
Chorus  ;  But  where  the  human  etc. 

3. 

’Tis  au  revoir  today  we’re  saying, 

For  we  shall  surely  meet  again. 

May  it  be  soon  our  hearts  are  praying. 

For  sweet  our  comradeship  has  been. 
Chorus  :  But  where  the  human  etc. 
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PARTING  SONG 
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Words  by  “S.” 


Old  Air  harmonized  by 
ALFRED  KROEGER 


1. 


O  good  friends,  one  and  all  of  the  Comrade  Band, 
Comrade  Band, 

Now  the  hour  is  come  to  part; 

So  we  reach  with  regret  the  farewell  hand,  fare¬ 
well  hand, 

While  a  wish  doth  fill  our  heart, 

We  hope  that  all  may  meet  again 
Here  in  this  pleasant  spot. 

And  that  not  one  link  of  cur  comrade  chain,  comr 
rade  chain. 

May  be  absent  or  forgot. 


2. 


As  we  utter  now  that  word  Farewell,  word  Farewell, 
Which  is  e’er  so  hard  to  say. 

May  the  beat  of  the  heart  to  the  comrades  tell,  com¬ 
rades  tell, 

How  we  miss  when  away. 

And  while  asunder  we  remain. 

Let  us  keep  old  mem’ries  green! 

Longing  oft  for  the  hour  when  we’ll  meet  here  again. 
Meet  here  again. 

Where  such  comradeship  has  been. 


A  HARVEST  HYMN 


-  Air — Wir  pfluegen  und  wir  streuen. 

1. 


JOHN  GLASSE. 


There’s  light  upon  the  cornfield, 
And  yellow  grows  the  grain, 
The  summer  now  is  over 
And  harvest  comes  again; 

The  year  is  crown’d  with  glory. 

The  vales  with  com  are  glad, 
But  the  reaper’s  voice  is  silent. 
The  farmer’s  heart  is  sad. 


Chorus 


Cheer  up,  despondent  workers! 

When  corn  and  wine  abound. 

For  those  who  sow  and  reap  our  fields 
Shall  joy  be  found. 


2. 


The  lords  have  now  the  vintage. 
The  bankers  claim  the  corn,  . 
The  produce  of  the  farmer 

By  craft  and  guile  is  tom. 
From  both  himself  and  household. 

To  spend  in  court  and  hall; 

On  min-ions  and  their  masters 
Who  crowd  to  hunt  and  ball. 
Chorus  :  Cheer  up,  etc. 


3. 


Arise,  O  downcast  toiler! 

With  sickle  in  thy  hand. 

Two  harvests  lie  this  morning 

The  length  of  this  good  land. 

The  one  is  now  before  thee 

With  plenty  for  thy  need; 

Let  the  idlers  reap  the  whirlwind 

Of  which  they’ve  sown  the  seed. 
Chorus  :  Cheer  up,  etc. 
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BREAKING  CHAINS  ^ 


French  Words  by  Translated  by 

EUGENE  POTTIER  CHARLES  H.  KERR 

1. 

We,  the  workers  of  the  world, 

Now  are  throwing  off  our  chains. 

See  our  banner  red  unfurled 

Over  seas  and  over  plains, 

From  the  cities  of  the  Rhine, 

From  the  hoary  hills  of  Rome, 

From  the  shop,  field  and  mine 

Words  of  cheer  and  greeting  come. 

We,  the  workers  of  the  world, 

Now  are  throwing  off  our  chains, 

See  our  banner  red  unfurled 
Over  seas  and  over  plains. 

2. 

There’s  a  happy  time  to  come 

(We  can  see  it  drawing  near,) 

For  the  dwellers  of  the  slum, 

Now  oppressed  by  pain  and  fear; 

For  at  last  they  hear  the  call 

Of  the  comrades  on  the  way. 

And,  like  men,  no  more  in  thrall. 

They  will  help  to  bring  the  day 
When  the  workers  of  the  world 

Shall  have  thrown  off  every  chain. 

And  their  flag  shall  float  unfurled 
Over  ev’ry  height  and  plain. 

3. 

We,  the  workers,  shall  not  wait 
For  a  leader  from  above. 

We  shall  grasp  the  pow’rs  of  State; 

Like  an  avalanche  we’ll  move. 

Till  the  walls  of  pride  and  greed 

Have  been  leveled  to  the  ground. 

And  the  laborer’s  steadfast  deed 
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Shall  with  peace  and  joy  be  crowned. 

For  the  workers  of  the  world 

Will  have  cast  aside  their  chains, 

And  their  flag  will  float  unfurled 
Over  earth’s  remotest  plains. 

THE  HOPE  OF  THE  AGES 

Words  by  E.  NESBIT.  Air— Red,  White  and  Blue. 

1. 

If  you  dam  up  the  river  of  Progress — 

At  your  peril  and  cost  let  it  be! 

That  river  must  seawards  despite  you — 

’Twill  break  down  your  dams  and  be  free! 

And  we  heed  not  the  pitiful  barriers 

That  you  in  its  way  have  downcast; 

For  your  efforts  but  add  to  the  torrent, 

Whose  flood  must  o’erwhelm  you  at  last! 

For  our  banner  is  rais’d  and  unfurled; 

At  your  head  our  defiance  is  hurled  : 

Our  cry  is  the  cry  of  the  Ages — 

Our  hope  is  the  hope  of  the  World! 

2. 

We  laugh  in  the  face  of  the  forces 

That  strengthen  the  flood  they  oppose! 

For  the  harder  oppression  the  fiercer 

The  current  will  be  when  it  flows. 

We  shall  win,  and  the  tyrant’s  battalions 
Will  be  scattered  like  chaff  in  the  fight, 

From  which  the  true  soldiers  of  freedom 
Shall  gather  new  courage  and  might! 

For  our  banner  is  rais’d  etc 

3. 

Whether  leading  the  van  of  the  fighters 
In  the  bitterest  stress  of  the  strife. 

Or  patiently  bearing  the  burden 

Of  changelessly  common-place  life. 

One  hope  we  have  ever  before  us. 

One  aim  to  attain  and  fullfil. 


One  watchword  we  cherish  to  mark  us 
One  kindred  and  brotherhood  still! 

For  our  banner  is  rais’d,  etc, 

4 

What  matter  if  failure  on  failure 

Crowd  closely  upon  us  and  press? 

When  a  hundred  have  bravely  been  beaten, 

The  hundred  and  first  wins  success! 

Our  watchword  is  “Freedom”;  new  soldiers 

Flock  each  day  where  her  flag  is  unfurled, 
Our  cry  is  the  cry  of  the  Ages, 

Our  hope  is  the  hope  of  the  World! 

For  our  banner  is  rais’d,  etc. 


YOUR  WORK,  MY  WORK 

Words  by  C.  H.  K.  Music  by  ROSE  ALICE  CLEVELANO- 

,1. 

There’s  a  future  in  store  for  the  toilers 
Who  are  doing  the  work  of  the  world. 

For  the  flag  of  the  new  revolution 

We  have  raised  and  have  gladly  unfurled. 

Chorus : 

Your  work,  my  work. 

All  of  us  working  to  bring  the  day 
When  the  wage  slaves  shall  be  free  men. 

And  the  children  shall  joyfully  play. 

2. 

There  shall  be  neither  masters  nor  idlers 
In  the  state  we  are  striving  to  build, 

But  we  all  shall  have  work  that  is  pleasure. 

And  with  gladness  each  day  will  be  filled. 
Chorus  :  Your  work,  my  work,  etc. 

3. 

We  can  hasten  that  day  or  delay  it. 

For  ’tis  coming  when  all  of  the  poor 
Shall  vote  and  shall  struggle  together. 

Till  they  make  their  deliverance  sure. 

Ch  o  r  u  s  :  Your  work,  my  work,  etc. 
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NO  MASTER 


WILLIAM  MORRIS.  Arr.  from  LUDWIG  SPOHR,  (1784 — 1859.) 


1. 


Saith  man  to  man,  we’ve  heard  and  known 
That  we  no  master  need 

To  live  upon  this  earth,  our  own. 

In  fair  and  manly  deed; 

The  grief  of  slaves  long  passed  away 
For  us  hath  forg’d  the  chain. 

Till  now  each  worker’s  patient  day 
Builds  up  the  House  of  Pain. 

2 

And  we,  shall  we  too  crouch  and  quail, 
Ashamed,  afraid  of  strife; 

And,  lest  our  lives  untimely  fail. 

Embrace  the  death  in  life? 

Nay,  cry  aloud  and  have  no  fear; 

We  few  against  the  world; 

Awake,  arise,  the  hope  we  bear 
Against  the  curse  is  hurl’d. 


3. 


It  grows,  it  grows:  are  we  the  same 
The  feeble  band,  the  few? 

Or  what  are  these  with  eyes  aflame, 
And  hands  to  deal  and  do? 

This  is  the  host  that  bears  the  word. 
No  master.  High  or  Low, 

A  lightning  flame,  a  shearing  sword, 
A  storm  to  overflow. 
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DAY-DAWN 


EVELYN  PYNE.  J-  BERAGUTH. 

1. 

Ye  are  weary,  O  my  brothers, 

And  my  eyes  grow  dim  with  tears. 

For  your  burdens  wax  more  heavy 
With  the  heavy  handed  years; 

Hearken!  Hearken!  O  my  brothers. 

Now  a  sweet  new  day  appears. 

2. 

Thro’  the  darkness,  O  my  brothers. 

Ye  have  toil’d  in  heaviness; 

Stinting  neither  soul  nor  body. 

Striving  forward  still  to  press: 

Hearken!  Hearken!  O  my  brothers. 

Swift  the  daylight  comes  to  bless! 

3. 

Young  men  ’reft  of  love,  my  brothers. 

Maiden’s  beauty  worn  away. 

Old  men  sad  and  sore  with  labor. 

Children  with  no  time  to  play; 

Hearken!  Hearken!  O  my  brothers. 

What  the  grand  new  time  will  say! 

4. 

Equal  rights  it  gives,  my  brothers. 

To  the  eagle  and  the  dove; 

Right  to  air  and  light  and  knowledge. 

Right  to  rise  your  toil  above; 

Hearken!  Hearken!  O  my  brothers. 

For  this  new  great  Right  is  Love! 

5. 

Fight;  yet  pity,  O  my  brothers, 

Save  the  darkened  soul  that  prays; 

Ye  were  night-bound,  grow  not  hardened, 
Strength  is  merciful  always; 

Hearken!  Hearken!  O  my  brothers, 

Nor  grow  mad  in  coming  days! 
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G. 

Soon  the  trumpet,  O  my  brothers, 
Will  arouse  ye  for  the  fight, 

And  the  day  must  dawn  in  darkness. 
That  shall  end  in  perfect  light; 
Hearken!  Hearken!  O  my  brothers. 
Wrong  must  ever  herald  right! 


THE  VOICE  OF  TOIL 


VV.  MORRIS.  Air — “Ye  Bunks  and  Braes.” 

1. 

I  heard  men  saying,  leave  hope  and  praying. 

All  days  shall  be  as  all  have  been; 

Today  and  tomorrow  bring  fear  and  sorrow. 

The  never  ending  toil  between. 

When  earth  was  younger,  ’midst  toil  and  hunger 
In  hope  we  strove,  and  our  hands  were  strong ; 

Then  great  men  led  us,  with  words  they  fed  us. 

And  bade  us  right  the  earthly  wrong. 

2. 

Go  read  in  story  their  deeds  and  glory. 

Their  names  amidst  the  nameless  dead; 

Turn  then  from  lying  to  us  slow  dying 

In  that  good  world  to  which  they  led; 

Where  fast  and  faster  our  iron  master, 

The  thing  we  made,  for  ever  drives. 

Bids  us  grind  treasure  and  fashion  pleasure 
For  other  hopes  and  other  lives. 

3. 

Let  dead  hearts  tarry  and  trade  and  marry. 

And  trembling  nurse  their  dreams  of  mirth. 

While  we  the  living  our  lives  are  giving 

To  bring  the  bright  new  world  to  birth, 

Come,  shoulder  to  shoulder  ’ere  earth  grows  older! 
The  Cause  spreads  over  land  and  sea; 

Now  the  world  shaketh  and  fear  awaketh. 

And  joy  at  last  for  thee  and  me. 
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MEN  OF  THE  PEOPLE 

HERBERT  BURROWS.  JOSEPH  SCHEU. 


1. 

Men  of  the  people!  you  who  say 
That  Freedom  is  your  right, 

Not  words  but  acts  we  need  today, 

Your  rulers  long  have  held  the  sway! 

’Tis  time  their  pow’r  you  swept  away; 
For  Freedom  then  unite. 

For  Freedom  then  unite. 

2. 

Too  long  from  fact’ry,  mill  and  field. 

Has  come  the  patient  cry; 

’Tis  time  that  they  should  see  ycu  wield 
A  force  ’gainst  which  they  have  no  shield; 
Your  words  will  never  make  them  yield, 
Their  justice  is  a  lie, 

Their  justice  is  a  lie. 

3. 

But  toil  no  more  for  them,  the  earth 
Was  never  meant  for  drones; 

The  selfish  pride  which  springs  from  birth, 
Give  way  it  must  to  honest  worth : 

Let  them  not  make  your  life  a  dearth. 

Nor  crush  you  to  the  stones. 

4. 

Arouse  yourselves  and  your  manhood 
Shall  cause  all  men  to  sing 
A  song  at  once  both  glad  and  good. 

That  universal  brotherhood. 

Which  never  yet  was  understood 
By  despot,  priest  or  king. 
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ALL  FOR  THE  CAUSE 

WILLIAM  MORRIS.  English  Air. 

1. 

Hear  a  word,  a  word  in  seas  on,  for  the  day  is  drawing 
nigh, 

When  the  Ca^ase  shall  call  upon  us,  some  to  live  and  some 
to  die! 

He  that  dies  shall  not  die  lonely,  many  an  one  hath  gone 
before. 

He  that  lives  shall  bear  no  burden  heavier  than  the  life 
they  bore. 

Nothing  ancient  is  their  story,  e’en  but  yesterday  they 
bled. 

Youngest  they  of  earth’s  beloved,  last  of  all  the  valiant 
dead. 


2. 

In  the  grave  where  tyrants  thrust  them,  lies  their  labor 
and  their  pain. 

But  undying  from  their  sorrow,  springeth  up  the  hopej 
again. 

Mourn  not,  therefore,  nor  lament  it,  that  the  world  out¬ 
lives  their  life; 

Voice  and  wisdom  yet  they  give  us,  making  strong  our 
hands  for  strife. 

Some  had  name  and  fame  and  honor,  learned  they  were 
and  wise  and  strong; 

Some  were  nameless,  poor,  unlettered,  weak  in  all  but 
grief  and  wrong. 

3. 

Named  and  nameless  all  live  in  us;  one  and  all  they  lead 
us  yet, 

Every  pain  to  count  for  nothing,  every  sorrow  to  forget. 

Hearken  how  they  cry,  “O  happy  ye  that  ye  were  born 

“In  the  sad  slow  night’s  departing,  in  the  rising  of  the 
morn. 
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“Fair  the  crown  the  Cause  hath  for  you,  well  to  die  or  well 
to  live 

“Through  the  battle,  through  the  tangle,  peace  to  gain  or 
peace  to  give.” 


4. 

Ah,  it  may  be!  Oft  me  seemeth,  in  the  days  that  yet  shall 
be 

When  no  slave  of  gold  abideth  ’twixt  the  breadth  of  sea 
to  sea. 

Oft,  when  men  and  maids  are  merry,  ’ere  the  sunligjht 
leaves  the  earth. 

And  they  bless  the  day  beloved  all  too  short  for  all  their 
mirth. 

Some  shall  pause  awhile  and  ponder  on  the  bitter  days  of 
old. 

’Ere  the  toil  and  strife  of  battle  overthrew  the  curse  of 
gold. 


5. 

Then  ’twixt  lips  of  loved  and  lover  solemn  thoughts  of  us 
shall  rise; 

We  who  once  were  fools  and  dreamers,  then  shall  be  the 
brave  and  wise. 

There  amidst  the  world  new-builded  shall  our  earthly 
deeds  abide. 

Though  our  names  be  all  forgotten,  and  the  tale  of  how 
we  died. 

Life  or  death  then,  who  shall  heed  it,  what  we  gain  ov 
what  we  lose? 

Fair  flies  life  amid  the  struggle,  and  the  Cause  for  each 
shall  choose. 
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TRUE  FREEDOM 

Words  by  J.  R.  LOWELL.  ^Air — War  Song  of  Druids/'  Norma”. 


1. 

Men  whose  boast  it  is  that  ye 
Come  of  fathers  brave  and  free, 
If  there  breathe  on  earth  a  slave, 
Are  ye  truly  free  and  brave? 

If  ye  do  not  feel  the  chain. 
When  it  works  a  brother’s  pain. 
Are  ye  not  base  slaves  indeed 
Slaves  unworthy  to  be  freed? 


2. 

Is  true  freedom  but  to  break 
Fetters  for  our  own  dear  sake. 

And  with  leathern  hearts  forget. 

That  we  owe  mankind  a  debt? 

No!  true  freedom  is  to  share 
All  the  chains  our  brothers  wear. 

And  with  heart  and  hand  to  be 
Earnest  to  make  others  free! 

3. 

They  are  slaves  who  fear  to  speak 
For  the  fallen  and  the  weak; 

They  are  slaves  who  will  not  choose 
Hatred,  scoffing,  and  abuse. 

Rather  than  in  silence  shrink 
From  the  truth  they  needs  must  think; 
They  are  slaves  who  dare  not  be 
In  the  right  with  two  or  three! 


WHAT  HO!  MY  LADS 

Words  by  J.  L.  JOYNES.  Air — Auld  Lang  Syne. 

1. 

What  ho!  my  lads,  the  time  is  ripe, 

Away  with  foolish  fear! 

The  slave  may  dread  his  master’s  stripe. 

We’ll  have  no  tyrants  here! 

We’ll  have  no  tyrants  here,  my  boys, 

Nor  lords  to  rule  the  roast; 

Their  threats  are  nought  but  empty  noise. 

And  nought  but  breath  their  boast. 

2. 

Nor  slaves  nor  kings  in  all  our  ranks 
Shall  evermore  be  found; 

Elsewhere  the  knaves  may  play  their  pranks 
But  this  is  holy  ground — 

But  this  is  holy  ground,  my  friends, 

Where  Freedom’s  cause  is  won. 

Where  kings  and  priests  shall  make  amends 
For  all  the  wrong  they’ve  done. 

3. 

In  our  Republic  all  shall  share 

The  right  to  work  and  play; 

The  right  to  scoff  at  carking  care, 

And  drive  despair  away — 

Drive  poverty  away,  my  mates. 

With  struggle,  strain  and  strife. 

What  use  are  Parliaments  and  States 
Without  a  happy  life? 

4. 

When  Hunger  holds  a  harmless  rod. 

And  all  lands  laugh  for  glee. 

And  none  need  fear  a  master’s  nod. 

And  all  are  really  free — 

When  all  indeed  are  free,  my  hearts. 

And  our  great  Cause  is  won. 

Oh,  then,  when  Poverty  departs. 

Will  all  our  work  be  done. 
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TOILERS,  ARISE! 

Words  and  Music  by  E.  CARPENTER.  (Slightly  altered.) 

1. 

Toilers,  arise!  the  long,  long  night  is  over. 

Faint  in  the  east  behold  the  dawn  appear; 

Out  of  your  evil  dream  of  toil  and  sorrow; 

Arise,  o  toilers,  for  the  day  is  here; 

From  your  fields  and  hills, 

Hark!  the  answer  swells, 

Arise,  O  toilers,  for  the  day  is  here! 

2. 

By  your  young  children’s  eyes  so  red  with  weeping 
By  their  white  faces  aged  with  want  and  fear. 

By  the  dark  cities  where  yC)’ar  babes  are  creeping. 
Naked  of  joy  and  all  that  makes  life  dear; 

From  each  wretched  slum 
Let  the  loud  cry  come; 

Arise,  O  toilers,  for  the  day  is  here! 

3. 

Over  your  face  a  web  of  lies  is  woven. 

Laws  that  are  falsehoods  pin  you  to  the  ground. 
Labor  is  mocked,  its  just  reward  is  stolen. 

On  its  bent  back  sits  idleness  encrowned. 

How  long  while  you  sleep. 

Your  harvest  shall  it  reap? 

Arise,  O  toilers,  for  the  day  is  here! 

4. 

Forth,  then,  ye  heroes,  patriots  and  lovers! 

Comrades  of  danger,  poverty  and  scorn! 

Mighty  in  faith  of  Freedom  your  great  Mother! 
Giants  refreshed  in  Joy’s  new  rising  morn 
Come  and  swell  the  song. 

Silent  now  so  long : 

Labor  is  risen! — and  the  day  is  here. 
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T yfi  THE  NINETY  AND  NINE 


ROSE  ELIZABETH  SMITH. 


Air — In  “Gospel  Hymn  ’* 


There  are  ninety  and  nine  that  work  and  die 
In  want  and  hunger  and  cold, 

That  one  may  revel  in  luxury, 

And  be  lapped  in  the  silken  fold! 

And  ninety  and  nine  in  their  hovels  bare 
And  one  in  a  palace  of  riches  rare. 


2. 


From  the  sweat  of  their  brow  the  desert  blooms 
And  the  forest  before  them  falls; 

Their  labor  has  builded  humble  homes, 

And  cities  with  lofty  halls. 

And  the  one  owns  cities  and  houses  and  lands, 
And  the  ninety  and  nine  have  empty  hands, 


3. 


But  the  night  so  dreary  and  dark  and  long 
At  last  shall  the  morning  bring; 

And  over  the  land  the  victors’  song 
Of  the  ninety  and  nine  shall  ring. 

And  echo  afar,  from  zone  to  zone, 

“Rejoice!  for  Labor  shall  have  its  own!” 
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HARK!  THE  BATTLE-CRY  IS  RINGING! 


Words  by  H.  S.  SALT.  Air — March  of  the  Men  of  Harlech. 

1, 

Hark!  the  battle-cry  is  ringing! 

Hope  within  our  bosoms  springing, 

Bids  us  journey  forward,  singing — 

Death  to  tyrants’  might! 

Tho’  we  wield  nor  spear  nor  sabre. 

We  the  sturdy  sons  of  Labor, 

Helping  ev’ry  man  his  neighbor. 

Shrink  not  from  the  fight! 

See  our  homes  before  us’ 

Wives  and  babes  implore  us; 

So  firm  we  stand  in  heart  and  hand. 

And  swell  the  dauntless  chorus: 

Chorus : 

Men  of  Labor,  young  or  hoary. 

Would  ye  win  a  name  in  story? 

Strike  for  home,  for  life,  for  glory! 

Justice,  Freedom,  Right! 

2. 

Long  in  wrath  and  desperation, 

Long  in  hunger,  shame  privation. 

Have  we  borne  the  degradation 
Of  the  rich  man’s  spite : 

Now,  disdaining  useless  sorrow, 

Hope  from  brighter  thoughts  we’ll  borrow; 
Often  shines  the  fairest  morrow 
After  stormiest  night. 

Chorus  :  Men  of  Labor,  etc. 
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ROUGET  de  LISLE 


1. 


Ye  sons  of  toil  awake  to  glory 

Hark,  hark,  what  myriads  bid  you  rise. 
Your  children,  wives,  and  grand  sires  hoary, 
Behold  their  tears  and  hear  their  cries! 
Behold  their  tears  and  hear  their  cries ! 
Shall  hateful  tyrants  mischief  breeding 
With  hireling  hosts,  a  ruffian  band. 
Affright  and  desolate  the  land 
While  peace  and  liberty  lie  bleeding? 

To  arms,  to  arms,  ye  brave 
Th’  avenging  sword  unsheathe. 

March  on,  March  on,  all  hearts  resolv’d 
On  victory  or  death. 


2. 


With  luxury  and  pride  surrounded 
The  vile  insatiate  despots  dare. 

Their  thirst  for  gold  and  powV  unbounded 
To  mete  and  vend  the  light  and  air. 

To  mete  and  vend  the  light  and  air, 

Like  beasts  of  burden  would  they  load  us 

Like  gods  would  bid  their  slaves  adore. 
But  man  is  man  and  who  is  more? 

Then  shall  they  longer  lash  and  goad  us? 

To  arms,  to  arms,  ye  brave 
Th’  avenging  sword  unsheathe. 

March  on,  March  on,  all  hearts  resolv’d 
On  victory  or  death. 


3. 


Oh  liberty  can  man  resign  thee 

Once  having  felt  thy  gen’rous  dame. 
Can  dungeons’  bolts  and  bars  confine  thee? 
Or  whips  thy  noble  spirit  tame? 

Or  whips  thy  noble  spirit  tame? 

Too  long  the  world  has  wept  bewailing, 
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That  falsehoods  dagger  tyrants  wield. 
But  freedom  is  our  sword  and  shield. 
And  all  their  arts  are  unavailing. 

To  arms,  to  arms,  ye  brave 
Th’  avenging  sword  unsheathe. 

March  on,  March  on,  all  hearts  resolv’d 
On  victory  or  death. 
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Words  translated  by 
CHAS.  H.  KERR 


1. 


Harrnonized'  by  ^ 
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Arise  ye  pris-ners  of  starvation 

Arise  ye  wretched  of  the  earth 
For  justice  thunders  condemnation 
A  better  world ’s  in  birth. 

No  more  tradition’s  chain  shall  bind  us 
Arise  ye  slaves  no  more  enthrall 
The  earth  shall  rise  on  new  foundations 
We  have  been  naught  we  shall  be  all. 

Refrain: 

Tis  the  final  conflict,  let  each  stand  in  his  place ; 

The  International  Party  shall  be  the  human  race. 

Tis  the  final  conflict,  let  each  stand  in  his  place; 

The  International  Party  shall  be  the  human  race. 

2. 

We  want  no  condescending  saviors 

To  rule  us  from  their  judgment  hall. 
We  workers  ask  not  for  their  favors, 

Let  us  consult  for  all 
To  make  the  chief  display  his  booty, 

To  free  the  spirit  from  his  cell. 

^^e  must  ourselves  decide  our  duty. 

We  must  decide  and  do  it  well. 

Refrain  :  ’Tis  the  final  etc. 

3. 

The  law  oppresses  us  and  tricks  us. 

Taxation  drains  the  victim’s  blood; 

The  rich  are  free  from  obligations. 
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The  laws  the  poor  delude. 

Too  long  we’ve  languished  in  subjection, 
Equality  has  other  laws: 

“No  rights,”  says  she,  “without  their  duties. 
No  claims  on  equals  without  cause.” 
Refrain  :  ’Tis  the  hnal  etc. 


Behold  them  seated  in  their  glory. 

The  kings  of  mine  and  rail  and  soil! 

What  have  you  read  in  all  their  story. 
But  how  they  plundered  toil? 

Fruits  of  the  people’s  work  are  buried 
In  the  strong  coffers  of  a  few; 

In  working  for  their  restitution 

The  toilers  will  only  ask  their  due. 

Refrain  :  ’Tis  the  final  etc. 

5. 

^  Toilers  from  shops  and  fields  united, 

The  party  we  of  all  who  work; 

The  earth  belongs  to  us,  the  people. 

No  room  here  for  the  shirk. 

How  many  on  our  flesh  have  fattened! 
But  if  the  noisome  birds  of  prey 

Shall  vanish  from  the  sky  some  morning. 
The  blessed  sunlight  still  will  stay. 

Refrain  :  ’Tis  the  final  etc. 


RUSSIAN  SONG 


Ai’ranged  and  harmonized  by 
RUDOLF  von  LIEBICH 


Words  by 

DOUGLAS  ROBSON 


Whirlwinds  of  danger  are  hovering  o’er  us. 

O’erwhelming  forces  of  darkness  a  vail 
Still,  in  the  night,  see  advancing  before  us 
Red  flag  of  liberty  that  yet  shall  prevail. 


Chorus 


Then  forward,  ye  workers!  Freedom  awaits  you 
O’er  all  the  world  on  the  land  and  the  sea. 

On  with  the  fight  for  the  cause  of  humanity, 
March,  march  ye  toilers  and  the  world  shall  be  free. 
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THE  RED  FLAG 


Arr.  by  FRANK  FINSTERBACH 


1. 


The  people’s  flag  is  deepest  red, 

It  shrouded  oft  our  inariyred  dead; 

And  ere  their  limbs  grew  stiff  and  cold. 
Their  heart’s  blood  dyed  its  evVy  fold. 


Chorus : 


Then  raise  the  scarlet  standard  high! 
Within  its  shade  we’ll  live  and  die. 
Tho’  cowards  flnch  and  traitors  sneer, 
We’ll  keep  the  red  flag  flying  here. 


2. 


Look  round!  The  Frenchman  loves  its  blaze; 

The  sturdy  German  chants  its  praise; 

In  Moscow  now  its  hymns  are  sung; 

Chicago  swells  its  surging  throng. 

Chorus  :  Then  raise  the  scarlet  etc. 


3. 


It  well  recalls  the  triumphs  past; 

It  gives  the  hope  of  peace  at  last; 
The  banner  bright,  the  symbol  plain 
Of  human  right,  of  human  gain. 

Chorus:  Then  raise  the  scarlet  etc. 


4. 


With  heads  uncovered  swear  we  all. 

To  bear  it  onward  till  we  fall; 

Come  dungeons  dark  or  gallows  grim, 

This  song  shall  be  our  parting  hymn. 

Chorus:  Then  raise  the  scarlet  etc. 
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OH,  FLOAT  FOREVER  MORE! 

• 
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Old  Air  harmonized  by 

Words  by  “S.”  ALFRED  KROEGER 


See  the  good  old  banner! 

It  is  red  (It  is  red). 

See  the  good  old  banner! 

It  is  red  (It  is  red). 

See  the  good  old  banner; 

’Twas  the  workers  who  did  plan  her; 
We’ll  salute  her  in  this  manner 

A 

For  she’s  red,  red,  red. 

Good  old  crimson  (crimson)  ! 

Good  old  crimson  (crimson)  ! 

Good  old  crimson,  oh,  float  forever  more! 
The  workers  all  revere  you; 

The  shirkers  they  all  fear  you; 

But  we  love  to  be  near  you. 

Oh,  float  forever  more! 

C-r-im-son,  crimson,  c-r-i-m-son,  crimson, 
Good  old  crimson.  Oh,  float  forever  more! 


THE  FLAG  OF  BROTHERHOOD 

Old  Air  harmonized  by 

Words  by  “S.”  ALFRED  KROEGER 

1. 

There  see  our  Banner  floating, 

There  see  our  Banner  floating, 

There  see  our  Banner  floating. 

The  Flag  of  Brotherhood. 

We  love  the  Crimson  color, 

We  love  the  Crimson  color, 

We  love  the  Crimson  color, 

The  Flag  of  Brotherhood. 

It  stands  for  human  freedom, 

It  stands  for  human  freedom. 

It  stands  for  human  freedom. 

The  Flag  of  Brotherhood. 

4. 

Beneath  its  folds  we’re  fighting, 

Beneath  its  folds  we’re  fighting. 

Beneath  its  folds  we’re  fighting. 

The  Flag  of  Brotherhood. 

HAIL,  REVOLUTION  y  -r  . 

,  '  "  /y^oi'd  Air  harmonized  by 

Words  by  “S.”  ALFRED  KROEGER  ' 

1-  Hail  Revolution!  Hope  of  the  slave. 

With  thee  humanity  shall  rise  from  the  grave. 

Thou  art  man’s  star  of  hope,  breaker  of  chains, 
Thofu’lt  set  man  free  from  bonds  and  still  his  pains. 

2-  Hail  Revolution!  Of  wrong  the  foe, 

Thou’lt  deal  injustice  its  final  blow. 

Thou’It  turn  this  old  world  o’er,  cast  all  tyrants  down; 
Stifle  the  toiler’s  sighs  and  childmoans  drown. 

3.  Hail  Revolution!  E’en  now  begun. 

Bring  back  to  darkened  lives  the  air  and  the  sun! 
Bring  opportunity,  bring  rest  and  peace! 

Let  man  again  be  man,  and  make  wars  cease. 
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THAT  OLD  BANNER  SO  TRUE 

Words  by  “S.”  Music  by  E.  C.  WEEKS 

1. 

Would  you  have  us  name  the  world-wide  sign  of  labor  ? 

Would  you  see  the  flag  the  workers  all  revere? 

Then  behold  the  crimson  banner  there  afloating, 

Waving  hope  to  toiling  millions  far  and  near. 

Of  the  rising  sun  of  promise  ’tis  the  color, 

Of  the  crimson  blood  of  men  the  noble  hue. 

Let  us  celebrate  anew  this  hoary  emblem! 

Let  us  keep  its  flaming  glory  e’er  in  view! 

Chorus : 

How  1  love  that  old  banner  so  true, 

Full  of  promise  for  me  and  for  you! 

In  the  dark  days  of  yore. 

On  the  sea  and  the  shore, 

It  was  dear  to  the  world  workers,  too. 

’Twas  the  bloodsign  of  fraternity. 

And  of  freedom  the  sure  phophecy. 

So,  then,  long  may  it  wave, 

Hope  to  toiler  and  slave. 

As  the  flag  of  the  brotherhood  new! 

2. 

Of  all  hues  the  flaming  red  is  guide  and  leader. 

Color  of  the  vital  sap  of  heart  and  life. 

And  it  bears  the  glorious  promise  of  the  morning. 

Gives  the  struggling  workers  courage  for  the  strife. 
’Tis  the  comfort  of  the  souls  that  strike  for  freedom, 

’Tis  the  hope  of  men  who  fight  for  liberty. 

So  we’ll  shout:  All  hall  to  thee,  historic  banner! 

Thou  hast  led  the  ranks  of  those  who  would  be  free. 

Chorus:  How  I  love  that  old  banner  etc. 
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WE  CLAIM  RiGH  I  TOFIGHT^NEATH 

THE  RED 


Old  Air  harmonized  by 

Words  by  “S.”  ALFRED  KROEGER 

1. 

We  workers  are  wronged  and  we  know  it; 

We’re  exploited  and  clearly  can  show  it; 

We  know  to  what  slavery  we  owe  it, 

So  we  claim  right  to  fight  ’neath  the  Red. 

Chorus : 

The  Red  is  the  real  “Old  Glory”; 

It  came  down  from  times  old  and  hoary; 

We’re  proud  of  its  lesson  and  story, 

Hurrah  for  our  banner,  hurrah! 


Our  homes  and  our  lives  are  degraded; 

Our  sisters  and  mothers  are  faded; 

Our  children  for  dollars  are  traded; 

So  we  claim  right  to  fight  ’neath  the  Red. 
Chorus  :  The  Red  is  the  real  etc. 

3. 

In  slumholes  our  fam’lies  are  dwelling; 

In  fact’ries  the  foul  air  we’re  smelling; 

Our  daughters  their  bodies  are  selling; 

So  we  claim  right  to  fight  ’neath  the  Red.  - 
Chorus  :  The  Red  is  the  real  etc. 

4. 

The  prices  each  day  are  ascending; 

Our  strength  for  the  Masters  we’re  spending ; 
Our  backs  ’neath  the  load  are  abending. 

So  we  claim  right  to  fight  ’neath  the  Red. 
Chorus  ;  The  Red  is  the  real  etc. 
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A  REBEL  I  WILL  BE 

Harmonized  by  J.  R.  S. 
Words  and  Air  by  “S.”  •  ALFRED  KROEGER 

1. 

A  Socialist  I  am  indeed, 

The  name  Fm  proud  to  own. 

I’ve  got  rebellion  in  my  heart, 

It’s  bred  in  flesh  and  bone. 

If  you  would  know  why  I  rebel. 

Just  open  your  eyes  and  see. 

My  countless  brothers  suffering 
The  ills  that  need  not  be. 

Chorus ; 

A  rebel  I  will  be,  a  rebel  I  will  be. 

As  long  as  men  shall  men  exploit. 

On  either  side  the  sea. 

While  right  upon  the  scaffold  lies, 

And  Wrong  upon  the  throne. 

I’ll  be  a  blooming  rebel,  sir, 

A  rebel  to  the  bone. 

2. 

The  workers  by  the  billion  toil 
This  great,  wide  world  around, 

In  slav’ry  to  the  ruling  class 
To  whom  they  are  fast  bound. 

They’re  fighting  for  their  human  rights, 

For  life  and  liberty. 

And  I  am  fighting  by  their  side 
In  solidarity. 

Chorus  :  A  rebel  I  will  be,  etc 

3. 

Oh,  can’t  you  hear  the  children  moan? 

They’re  crying  for  the  crumbs. 

Oh,  can’t  you  hear  the  mothers  groan? 

They’re  sweating  in  the  slums; 

While  on  the  heights  o’er  yonder  there. 


and 
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The  lolling  idlers  dwell — 

Oh,  who  can  blame  the  workers,  sir. 
If  they  rise  and  rebel  ? 

Chorus  :  A  rebel  I  will  be,  etc. 


SOLIDARITY 

/  \  iP  C  Y  Scotch  Air 

Words  by  Arranged  &  harmonized  by 

DOUGLAS  ROBSON  RUDOLF  von  LIEBICH 

1. 

There’s  a  word  that’s  in  the  air 
’Tis  solidarity! 

Hark  the  workers  ev’ry  where 
Shout  solidarity! 

’Tis  the  hope  of  ev’ry  slave 
From  oppression  it  will  save 
’Tis  the  slogan  of  the  brave. 

What  ?  .  Solidarity ! 

2. 

What  can  make  that  tyrant  bend  ? 

Grim  solidarity! 

What  will  conquer  in  the  end? 

Strong  solidarity! 

What  alone  has  ever  made 
Lords  of  Labor  all  afraid? 

’Tis  that  iron  palisade 
Class  Solidarity ! 

3. 

All  for  one  and  one  for  all, 

That’s  solidarity ! 

Wage  slaves  listen  to  the  call 
Of  solidarity! 

There  is  naught  it  can  not  do 
It  can  make  the  world  anew 
Workingmen  it’s  up  to  you 
Use  Solidarity! 


WORKER’S  SONG 

Words  by  ♦  Music  by 

FILIPPO  TURATl  AMINTORE  GALLI 

Translated  by  Douglas  Robson  Harmonized  by  Rudolf  von  Liebich 

1. 

Oh  my  comrades  and  brothers  united 
Let  us  rise  in  our  might  unaflFrighted 
F or  upon  the  red  flag  we  have  righted 
Bright  the  sum  of  freedom’s  day. 

Ev’ry  pain,  ev’ry  sorrow  we  long  have  borne 
And  our  comrades  we  oft  have  to  mourn 
But  the  workers’  cause  we  have  all  sworn 
None  of  us  shall  e’er  betray. 

But  the  workers’  cause  we  have  all  sworn, 

None  of  us  shall  e’er  betray. 

Chorus: 

For  the  freedom  of  the  toilers 
On  us  only  can  depend 
So  united  against  the  spoilers 

Then  our  cause  we  shall  defend. 

So  together  we  enter  the  conflict 

And  we  know  we  are  bound  to  prevail 
For  the  cause  of  the  right 
We  are  ready  now  to  flght 

And  united  we  shall  never  fail,  never  fail. 

2. 

When  divided  the  martyrs  can  beat  us. 

When  united  with  caution  they  treat  us 
For  they  know  they  can  not  defeat  us. 

Men  of  toil  and  men  of  heart. 

All  the  wealth  of  the  world  labor’s  hands  have 
made. 

We  have  built  but  we  have  not  been  paid. 

Let  us  then  arise,  freedom  never  dies. 

Let  each  nobly  play  his  part. 

Let  us  now  arise  freedom  never  dies. 

Let  each  nobly  play  his  part. 

Chorus:  For  the  freedom  etc. 
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MARCH,  MARCH,  COMRADES  ALL! 

r.  MAGUIRE.  English  Air. 

1. 

March,  march,  comrades  all. 

Onward  ever  boldly; 

Heed  not  the  fainting’s  fall. 

Nor  eyes  that  on  ye  look  coldly. 

Onward,  smiles  or  frowns  despite; 

Dead  is  the  sky  hangs  o’er  ye; 

Onward  from  the  land  of  Night, 

All  for  the  Day  before  ye. 

Chorus : 

March,  march,  comrades  all. 

Onward  ever  boldly, 

Heed  not  the  faintling’s  fall. 

Nor  eyes  that  on  ye  look  coldly. 

2. 

Sweet  days,  happy  days. 

To  the  men  of  Labor; 

Fairways,  honest  ways, 

’Tween  one-self,  and  neighbor; 

These  for  all  men  yet  shall  be. 

Ere  old  earth  grows  cooler. 

Spite  of  Parliament  say  we. 

Spite  of  rogue  or  ruler. 

Chorus  :  March,  march,  etc. 

3. 

Strong,  strong,  ever  on. 

Strong  in  our  hope  increasing; 

Daydawn  gleams  upon. 

The  cause  of  our  strife  unceasing. 

Lo!  we  gather  a  valiant  throng 
Over  the  world  of  nations. 

We  shall  triumph  o’er  wealth  and  wrong. 
Ranks  and  creeds  and  stations. 

Chorus  :  March,  march,  etc. 
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ONWARD,  FRIENDS  OF  FREEDOM! 


JOHN  GLASSE. 


Air — Onward,  Christian  Soldiers. 


1. 

Toilers  cf  the  nations, 
Thinkers  of  the  time, 
Sound  the  note  of  battle 
Loud  thro’  ev’ry  clime. 
March  ye  ’gainst  the  tyrants, 
Heedless  of  the  steel. 

Be  a  band  of  brothers, 

Speed  the  common  Weal! 
Onward,  friends  of  freedom, 
Onward  for  the  strife. 
Each  for  all  we  struggle. 
One  in  death  and  life. 


2. 

Seamstress  in  the  hovel. 
Women  of  the  mill. 

Low  in  deed  ye  grovel. 

Tame  ye  are  and  still. 
Come  like  the  Walkyries, 
Beauteous  in  your  might. 
Sing  ye  songs  of  valor, 
Nerve  us  for  the  fight! 
Onward,  friends  of  freedom, 
Onward  for  the  strife, 
Each  for  all  we  struggle, 
One  in  death  and  life. 


3. 

Toil  we  now  no  longer. 

For  another’s  gain. 

While  our  wives  and  child- 
ren 

Pine  in  want  and  pain: 
Grieve  we  now  no  longer 
At  another’s  good. 

Let  us  all  be  brothers. 

Let  us  all  have  food ! 
Onward,  friends  of  freedom. 
Onward  for  the  strife. 
Each  for  all  we  struggle. 
One  in  death  and  life. 
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THE  MARCH  OF  THE  WORKERS 


WILLIAM  MORRIS. 


Air — “John  Brown’s  Body.’’ 


1. 


What  is  this  the  sound  and  rumor?  What  is  this  that  all 
men  hear. 

Like  the  winds  in  hollow  valleys  when  the  storm  is  draw¬ 
ing  near, 

Like  the  rolling  on  of  ocean  in  the  even  tide  of  fear? 

’Tis  the  people  marching  on. 

Whither  go  they,  and  whence  come  they  ?  What  are  these 
of  whom  ye  tell? 

In  what  country  are  they  dwelling  ’twixt  the  gates  of 
heav’n  and  hell? 

Are  they  mine  or  thine  for  money  ?  will  they  serve  a 
master  well? 

Still  the  rumor’s  marching  on. 
Chorus : 

Hark  the  rolling  of  the  thunder! 

Lo  the  sun!  and  lo  thereunder 
Riseth  wrath  and  hope  and  wonder. 

And  the  host  comes  marching  on. 


Forth  they  come  from  grief  and  torment:  on  they  went 
toward  health  and  mirth; 

All  the  wide  world  is  their  dwelling,  every  corner  of  tlm 
earth. 

Buy  them,  sell  them  for  thy  service!  Try  the  bargain  what 
’tis  worth. 

For  the  days  are  marching  on. 

These  are  they  who  build  thy  houses,  weave  thy  raiment, 
win  thy  wheat. 

Smooth  the  rugged,  fill  the  barren,  turn  the  bitter  into 
sweet. 

All  for  thee  this  day — and  ever.  What  reward  for  them 


—  GO  — 


is  meet? 

Till  the  host  comes  marching  on. 
Chorus  :  Hark  the  rolling,  etc. 


3. 

Many  a  hundred  years  passed  over  have  they  labored  deaf 
and  blind; 

Never  tidings  reached  their  sorrow,  never  hope  their  toil 
might  find. 

Now  at  last  they’ve  heard  and  hear  it,  and  the  cry  comes 
down  the  wind. 

And  their  feet  are  marching  on. 

O  ye  rich  men  hear  and  tremble!  for  witjh  words  the 
sound  is  rife. 

“Once  for  you  and  death  we  labored,  changed  hencefor¬ 
ward  is  the  strife. 

We  are  men,  and  we  shall  battle  for  the  world  of  men  and 
life; 

And  our  host  is  marching  on.” 
Chorus  :  Hark  the  rolling,  etc. 

4. 

“Is  it  war,  then?  Will  ye  perish  as  the  dry  wood  in  the 
fire? 

Is  it  peace?  Then  be  ye  of  us,  let  your  hope  be  our  desire 

Come  and  live!  for  life  awaketh,  and  the  world  shall  never 
tire: 

And  hope  is  marching  on.” 

“On  we  march  then,  we  the  workers,  and  the  rumor  that 
ye  hear 

Is  the  blended  sound  of  battle  and  deliv’rance  drawing 
near; 

For  the  hope  of  every  creature  is  the  banner  that  we  bear. 

And  the  world  is  marching  on.” 

Chorus  :  Hark  the  roiling,  etc. 
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ONWARD,  BROTHERS 


f 

Words  by  HAVELOCK  ELLIS. 


Air — Greenville. 


Onward,  brothers,  march  still  onward, 
Side  by  side  and  hand  in  hand, 

We  are  hound  for  man’s  true  kingdom, 
We  are  an  increasing  band. 

Tho’  the  way  seems  often  doubtful, 
Hard  the  toil  which  we  endure, 

Tho’  at  times  our  courage  falter. 

Yet  the  promised  land  is  sure. 

2. 

Olden  sages  saw  it  dimly, 

And  their  joy  to  madness  wrought; 
Living  men  have  gazed  upon  it, 

Standing  on  the  hills  of  thought. 
All  the  past  has  done  and  suffered. 

All  the  daring  and  the  strife, 

All  has  helped  to  mould  the  future, 
Make  man  master  of  his  life. 

3. 

Still  brave  deeds  and  kind  are  needed. 
Noble  tho’ts  and  feeling  fair; 

Ye  too  must  be  strong  and  suffer, 

Ye  too  have  to  do  and  dare. 

Onward,  brothers,  march  still  onward, 
March  still  onward  hand  in  hand; 
Till  ye  see  at  last  Man’s  kingdom, 

Till  ye  reach  the  Promis’d  Land. 
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MARCHING  SONG 


Air — “Tramp, Tramp,  Tramp,  the  Boys  are  Marching” 

1. 

In  our  poverty  and  toil 

Looking  out  upon  the  world, 

We  can  see  the  gatherings  armies  of  the  Cause; 
And  we  feel  ourselves  a  part 
Of  the  new  resistless  power, 

That  shall  sweep  away  oppression  and  its  laws. 

Chorus : 

Tramp,  tramp,  tramp,  you  hear  us  marching. 
Millions  now  are  on  the  way. 

And  our  army  ne’er  shall  pause 
Till  the  right  to  live  is  ours. 

And  the  sun  has  risen  on  a  fairer  day. 

2. 

In  the  days  that  are  to  be 

When  the  Cause  we  love  has  won, 

We  shall  labor  for  ourselves  and  for  our  own; 

Each  for  all  and  all  for  each. 

And  through  many  joyful  years 
We  shall  pluck  the  fruit  that  comrades  brave  have 
sown. 

Ch  o  r  u  s  :  Tramp,  tramp,  tramp,  etc. 
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RALLYING  SONG 


JAMES  I>.  MORTON,  Jr.  Air— AuM  Lang  Sync. 

1 

Come,  brothers,  raise  a  hearty  song, 

To  cheer  us  on  our" way; 

The  fetters  old  of  hate  and  wrong 
We  cast  aside  today. 

Chorus : 

In  bands  of  Brotherhood  we  stand, 

Determined  to  be  free; 

That  love  and  justice  hand  in  hand 
May  bring  true  liberty. 

2. 

To  all  the  sons  of  men  we  call. 

Of  every  tribe  and  name; 

The  cause  of  each  is  that  of  all. 

The  hope  of  each  the  same. 

Chorus;  In  bands  of  etc. 

3. 

We  need  not  ask  another  sphere, 

In  realms  beyond  the  sky; 

The  reign  of  love  is  even  here. 

Behold  the  dawn  is  nigh! 

Chorus:  In  bands  of  etc. 
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THE  SOCIALIST  SCHOOL 


School  days  are  of  great  importance  to  progressive  people, 
they  treat  same  with  fond  recollection,  the  days  of  pranks  and 
tricks,  of  comradeship  and  friendship. 

The  school,  the  one  place  so  endearing  to  the  progressi'/e 
child,  where  the  child  is  taught  reading,  spelling,  writing  and 
arithmetic  including  many  other  useful  studies. 

Be  the  education  ever  so  faulty,  it  always  serves  a  purpose. 

Every  child  should  be  educated  regardless  of  cost. 

ONE  DOLLAR  spent  for  education  is  a  greater  assest  to 
a  NATION  than  ONE  HUNDRED  THOUSAND  DOLLARS 
spent  for  MILITARY  purpose. 

Education  is  a  greater  protection  against  crime  than  laws. 

Education  is  the  guiding  star  in  life. 

Do  not  force  your  child  into  the  Socialist  Sunday  School, 
instead  teach  your  child  the  love  for  the  Socialist  Sunday  School 
and  you  will  find  that  your  child  will  love  to  come. 

Acquaint  your  child  with  Socialism  from  a  common  sense 
point  of  view. 

Acquaint  your  child  with  the  life  and  deeds  of  Marx, 
Engels,  Bebel  and  many  others,  make  it  plain,  the  clearer  the 
better. 

Read  to  your  child  stories  which  depict  the  WORKERS’ 
STRUGGLES,  EVOLUTION  OF  SOCIETY  and  ECONOMIC 
EVOLUTION  in  place  of  the  fiction  of  today  which  is  void  of 
idealism. 

The  MOTHER  and  FATHER  are  responsible  for  the 
existence  of  the  child,  as  a  natural  sequence;  the  parent  is  un¬ 
der  obligation  to  care  for  the  child  during  the  childhood  days. 

The  radical  MOTHER  and  FATHER  should  endeavor  to 
excell  other  parents  in  caring  for  the  children. 

WORKERS  and  their  CHILDREN  should  learn  and  under¬ 
stand  Socialism  and  more  than  ever  WORK  FOR  SOCIALISM. 

Join  the  SUNDAY  SCHOOL  ORGANIZATION,  be  a 
working  comrade,  always  attend  the  MEETINGS. 


MUSIC  INDEX 


Songs — Music  in  Book:  ‘‘Some  Songs’’ 
for  Young  Socialists. 


Bank  Upon  the  Corner .  2 
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Comrades  Farewell,  The .  8 

De  Socialist  Crew .  7 
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Greeting  Song  .  1 
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Hail,  Revolution  .  4 
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International  .  12 
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Oh,  Float  Forever  More .  18 


Parting  Song .  20 

Rebel  I  Will  Be,  A .  22 

Red  Flag,  The .  21 

Russian  Song  .  24 

Socialist  Lassie  .  26 

Solidarity  .  28 

That  Old  Banner  So  True....  29 

The  Here  and  the  Now .  32 

We  Claim  the  Right  to  Fight  33 
We’ve  Got  You  on  the  Run..  .  34 

Were  Brothers  All .  35 

Were  Comrades  Ever .  36 

We  Want .  37 

Where  and  Oh  Where .  38 

When  the  Comrades  Dreams 

Come  True .  39 

Worker’s  Song  . 41 


\  Songs— Music  in  Book 


All  for  the  Cause .  9 

Breaking  Chains  .  36 

Day-dawn  .  23 

Hark,  the  Battle  -  Cry  Is 

Ringing  .  4 

Harvest  Hymn  .  25 

Hope  of  Ages,  The .  3 

Life  of  Ages .  5 

March,  March,  Comrades  All  22 
March  of  the  Workers,  The....  8 


“Socialist  Songs” 


Men  of  the  People .  21 

No  Master .  17 

Onward,  Brothers .  16 

Onward,  Friends  of  Freedom  31 

Out  of  the  Dark .  1 

Toilers  Arise  .  20 

True  Freedom  .  14 

Voice  of  Toil,  The .  18 

What  Ho,  My  Lads .  15 

Your  Work,  My  Work .  7 
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Hymn  of  the  Socialist .  23 
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Onward  Brothers  .  62 
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Out  of  the  Dark .  26 

Parting  Song  .  31 

Rallying  Song .  64 
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Russian  Song  .  49 

Socialist  Lassie  .  5 

Solidarity  .  56 

Singing  Tonight .  24 

That  Old  Banner  So  True......  53 
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Voice  of  Toil,  The .  38 
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Where  and  Oh  Where .  4 
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Come  True  . 
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Workers’  Song  . 
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Your  Work,  My  Work . 
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